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. in case you wondered what Hot Slots 1 “चा i ; all about, here’s our knockot 


۶, giving you the message loud, proud and © a 


ma Hot Slots revels in coming closer than any other men’s magazine to the wild’ 

; today’s top turn-ons at full stretch - and that includes horny headliners like glani 

- Royle ón page 17 (where you can get to know this funky, spunky high flyer in hitherto hidden f 
her sleazy past!) 


¡E y instant sell-out, and just make sure you reserve our throbbing helping of knockout nooks MW 
crannies in close-up where you got this one - or simply by shipping £3.95 to box 171, London E.11, 1 
that's easier said than done! 


Take our word for it: when it comes to hot slots in close-up, there are no cunt-enders! 
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Eager to know what 
happened next when East 
meets West at crotch 
level, on page 43 in this 
Hot Slots? 

Then head next for Hot 
Slots’ steamier-than-ever 
sidekick, Blue Book, 
where this duet do it 
Danish-style, going at 
each other hammer and 
tongues. 

You can get 2011۷ 0 
Blue Book for just £3.50 
from Box 171, London 
E.11 if its lezzy stars are 
too heady and ready to lap 
up everything, to take their 
place on your newsagent's 
top shelf! 


WHITEHOUSE 


I'm faxing this note because, who 
knows, it might get into print in Hot 
Slots 2 and 11 win a free year of the 
horniest mag I’ve ever seen on open 
sale. 

One suggestion: I think if you'd 
showcase all your Hot Slots sluts in 
their clothes before you closed in on 
their cunts, that would add a bit 
more excitement to seeing their 
crotches in fine detail afterwards. 

Take Bella for instance: how does 
that hefty Brummie look with her 
clothes on? A bit frumpy, I suspect! 

Chris B. Coventry, Warwicks 
How dare you, Chris - here’s Bella 


HOT 


looking, 


horny in 
red, as 6 
asa 1 
reminder of 
her red hot 
slot. 

And 
newcomers 
can catch up on her come-hither 
crotch via our Back Issues offer - or 
by taking the plunge between the 
covers of Whitehouse Magazine this 
month where she's baring her wares 


| E.17/ENGLAND 


even more openly (if that's possible). 


Little did I think when I got 
married 10 years ago that I'd be 
writing to a magazine like Hot Slots. 

Here I am, not a bad looking 
woman of 34 with ample tits, anda 
bum to match, and still no kids 
although I’m thinking about it, and 
happily married to Adrian, a bloke I 
thought I knew inside out. 

Just shows how wrong you can 
be! 

Adrian was off work with a head 
cold the other day - nothing serious. 
I only do a part-time job, and on this 
particular day I happened to be away 
from work as well. So off I went 
shopping, thinking I'd get us 
something nice for dinner. 

Halfway to the shops I found that 
although I'd got my handbag, my 
purse wasn't there. Then I 
remembered I'd left it in the kitchen. 


As soon as word got around about sizzling new 
Hot Slots, the letters came pouring in - 
especially when fanny fans heard they got a 
free year of new Hot Slots by mail if their 
raunchy comments and kinky mini-confessions 
got into print here. 

Yes, if you’ve got something fo say worthy of other 
horny Hot Slofters’ attention, let’s be hearing from 
you at the address below and, with a bit of luck, 

| you could be gazing at gorgeous Hot Slots every 

| month for twelve months for absolutely nothing! 


| And, naturally, lusty letters from lecherous ladies 
| are especially welcome at: 
HOT SLOTS MAIL SLOT/BOX 171/LONDON 


| letters to be? Check out no-holds-barred Hot 
Slots-recommended hotlines like 00852 172- 
33756 and-33757 for seriously sleazy inspiration! 


SLOTS 


Back home I went, let myself in, 
but no Adrian in the lounge. Just to 
see if he was all right I went upstairs, 
but when I got to the open bedroom 
door, what did I find? There was 
Adrian, stark naked on the bed, 
tossing himself off with one hand, 
while gawping at a magazine he was 
holding in his other mitt. And the 
magazine question? You’ve guessed 
it, Hot Slots. 
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My first reaction was extreme 
annoyance. Although Adrian and I 
have never been what you might call 
“adventurous” between the sheets, 
we had always had what I considered 
a Satisfactory sex life - in other 
words, a good shag twice or three 
times a week. What more can one 
expect? 

But as I watched my hubby 
wanking like the clappers, quite 
unaware that he had got an 
audience, I decided to take the bull 
by the horns so to speak. I went over 
to him and snatching the mag from 
his hand, had a gander myself at 
what was giving Adrian so much 
sexual stimulus. That was when I 
discovered the publication was called 
Hot Slots. 


‘You filthy sod, I said’ 


I have to admit that when I saw all 
those close-ups of dribbling fannies, 
spread pussy lips, and the things the 
owners were doing to each other, 1 
was quite shocked. I realised just 
how conventional Adrian and I had 
been in our love-making. For a start 
we had never done anything oral, 
although when we first got married 
Adrian did try to get me to suck his 
prick, but somehow I didn’t think it 


‘You filthy sod,’ I said, holding Hot 
Slots aloft. 

Adrian just cowered on the bed, 
although I noticed that his eight inch 
dick was still stiff and quivering, and 
that his knob was oozing pre-come 
juice, even though he had stopped 
wanking himself. 

On an impulse I climbed out of all 
my clothes, except my white frilly 
knickers. I then got between Adrian’s 
legs, and grabbing hold of his long, 
thick rod, wrapped my lips around 
his knob, something I had never 
done before. 

I heard Adrian gasp as I took more 
of his prick into my mouth, and as I 
held onto it at the base I could feel 
the whole length of his dick-meat 
kind of judder as if electric shocks 
were passing through it. 

What's more, I liked the salty 
taste, and the thought of his spermy 
cream jetting down my throat made 
my pussy go all wet so that a large 
damp patch began to form on the 
front of my white knickers. 

But I wasn’t just going to suck 
Adrian off and leave it at that, I 
thought to myself. If he had gone to 
the bother of buying a mag so he 
could get a close-up look of juicy 
vaginas, I didn’t see why he shouldn’t 
get a close-up for real! 

Sliding his dick out of my mouth, 1 
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squirmed up his body and straddled 
his head. By this time I was really 
turned on, and feeling very naughty. 
So I just lowered my knicker-clad 
cunt onto his face, rubbing my pussy 
lips against his mouth. And when he 
pushed his tongue into my hole, 
along with the knicker material, I 
really had an instant orgasm, 
because it was all so sexy and so 
kinky. 

But of course that didn’t last long. 
Adrian quickly got his face up the leg 
of my knickers, getting a real view of 
my gaping sex hole, all dripping 
because of my unexpected cum, and 
clamped his mouth over my naked 
puss. Then his hand slid up the crack 
of my arse and he played with my 
other hole at the same time, the dirty 
sod. 

Nevertheless, I was now like a 
mare on heat. It occurred to me that 
in all those years we had been 
married I had been far too inhibited. 

I had always been afraid to really 7 
let myself go and behave like a \ 
slut, but I was now prepared to 

put things to rights. 

Standing up, I ripped my 
knickers off, then got astride 
Adrian’s head again, only this time 
in the sixty-nine position. Needless 
to say that was another thing we 
had never done before. 

Jamming my squashy cunt over 
his face, I reached down and once 
again stuck his dribbling knob into 
my mouth, and then swallowed so 
much prick meat it was tickling my 
tonsils and I nearly gagged. 


‘What’s more, I liked its 
salty taste’ 


All the time I could feel Adrian”s 
tongue reaming the inside of my 
cunt, and rasping over my clitoris. 
This sent me berserk, giving me one 
mini-cum after another, so I was sure 
his face was swimming with my juice. 

And then we both had a very big 
cum, almost simultaneously. I nearly 
passed out as I went over the top, 
while Adrian spurted what seemed 
like gallons of spunk down my 
throat. 1 couldn't possibly swallow all 
of it, although I had a bloody good 
try! 

So you see, Hot Slots, all's well 
that ends well. And as Adrian helped 
me write this letter, we're both 
looking forward to seeing it in print. 
What's more, we would thoroughly 
appreciate getting a free year of your 
mag for telling you about our sexual 
breakthrough with your help. 

Janice, Willesden, London N.W 

Always good to hear Hot Slots has 
helped folk feel more horny and 
happy - and your free year of Hot 
Slots could mean lust unlimited for 
at least a year, Jan! 
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Continued On Page 34 


newspaper, 
like spicy 
Daily Sport or 
Sunday Sport 
and you'll see 


page 

thumbsucking 

three-er Sarah 

Royle here baring 

her assets. But now 

she's so respectable, 
you'll rarely see 
compromising close- 

ups of this freckly 
funkster from north of 
the border. But guess 
who’s obtained hidden 
pictures from a year or 
three back, of this oh-so 
posh trouser-arouser - and 
not just snaps of her 
revealing all her ins-and-outs, 
but baring them in close-ups 
so you get to know this 
trouser-arouser inside out! 
And stand by for more 
revelations of glamourpuss 
Sarah’s steamy past in 
saucy Sport any day now. 
We bet, like most wise 
Hot Slots readers, you're 
a Sportman already. But 
if by some chance 

you've missed out on 
Britain’s most cunt- 
roversial daily and 
Sunday read until 

now, remedy that 
forthwith, even 

fifth with, by 

handing your 

newsagent the 

coupon 

alongside 

Sarah’s juicy 

ginger bits! 
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If you're seriously into depilation, 
sensations, plunge even deeper 
into this Hot Slots, and you'll see 
where you can make your 
dreams of shorn-to-please young 
shaven ravers come true. In the 
4 meantime savour Maggie’s 
choice choices when it comes 
to how you like cuties’ come- 
| hither crotches. 
And we bet you agree there’s 
no choice when it comes to 
four-weekly magazines that 
E revel in lecherous lovelies’ 
< ل‎ working parts. You’ve got to 
7 get stuck into Hot Slots. So 
| reserve upcoming Hot Slots at 
your nearest helpful newsagent 
right now or, even better, 
become a private and 
confidential Hot Slots mail 
subscriber, simply by shipping the 
handy tear-off slip alongside our 
main meaty event. 
That means our fresh hordes of hot 
| slots will make their own way to 
Jj your bedside, leastways your 
| doormat, every month - hot off the 
| presses. 
= What's more, lucky Hot Slots 
subscribers get to hear all about 
other perks and very special offers 
that we simply dare not detail here. 
So post that slip today if you know 
what's good for you. 


Continued From Page 4 


VERNON DEMANDS GOOD 
VIBRATIONS 


I hope, in your new Hot Slots 
Magazine, that you'll show sticky hot 
slots well filled by vibrators and the 
like. (but I don’t want to see any stiff 
cocks about, thank you). 

And if you can get top-notch 
knockouts like Lisa Cooper to fill 
their bills, so much the better. 

Vernon W. Southampton 

You’re getting a free year of Hot 
Slots for your throbbing thoughts 
Vern (otherwise we'd tell you to 
exploit our discount subscriptions 
offer in this mag to see your dirty 
dreams come true in upcoming Hot 
Slots). 

And clearly you’ve been inspired by 
Lisa’s playtime in Playbirds 
Magazine this month (here are one 
or two reminders of this two-at-a- 
time turn-on before she gets well 
and truly stuck in). 

Oh, and why the down on dicks, 
Vernon? 


THE HOTTEST SLOT EVER 
TO VISIT FALMOUTH? 


I help my mother run a bed-and- 
breakfast hotel in Falmouth, Hot 
Slots. I can’t get a proper job, so it’s 
the least I can do. 

Most of the time it’s boring young 
couples, dead from the neck 
upwards, during the summer, and 
business “gents” during the winter - 
all of them seedy! 

It’s during the winter months that 
I spend a lot of time in my cubby 
hole of a room, reading mags like 
yours - and tossing myself off like 
the clappers! Well, I am only 19 and I 
rarely meet any spare crumpet. 

But not so long ago who should 
appear on our doorstep but a very 
curvy blonde going by the name of 
Rita, wanting bed-and-breakfast for 
week. 


I have to admit as I showed her up 
to her room, 1 got an instant hard on. 
She was slim, but with very bouncy, 
bulging tits, and long legs. Her blond 
hair was flowing around her 
shoulders, and as she couldn’t have 
been much more than 25, I reckoned 
the colour was genuine. 

She was quite chatty, and told me 
that she was in Falmouth to visit her 
mother every day who was ill in 
hospital. She herself, she said, lived 
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waving dong nearly 
erupted without it even 
being touched, but I 
just managed to control 
myself - just! 
Lowering my head, 1 
shoved my tongue 
between her widely 
spread pussy lips, and 
licked at her sweet 
tasting juices. When I 
found her clit, 
sticking up like a 
little prick, she 
started to moan and 
shake as I raked my 
tongue over it time and time again. 
Then suddenly, Rita started to 
come, her hands going around the 
back of my head and jamming my 
face into her erupting cunt. And the 
noise she made would have been 
very worrying if she hadn’t been the 
only “guest” on the premises at the 
time, and my mum hadn’t been 
away. 
Eventually I fought free, lifting my 
er pussy- 


in London and was a 
secretary for a large 
law firm. But there 
was nothing hoity- 
toity about her, and 
she had a very cheeky 
grin. I also noticed 
that her full, scarlet 
painted lips, were, in 
my view, just made for 
prick-sucking! 

But, of course, being 
a big city girl, she didn’t 
miss much. I gasped as 
she patted the bulge in 
my jeans as we chatted 
and asked: ‘What’s 
wrong? Can’t you get your oats down 
here?’ 


T love to be sucked down 
there,’ she told me’ 


The next thing 

I knew she was really giving my stiff 
cock a good feel-up, so I made to 
grab for her tits, but she 

pushed me away. j تا‎ 

‘Look,’ she said, ‘at least 7 
give me time to have a 
shower. Come and visit me 
in about an hour, then we’ll 
go out and have a drink 
and you can show me 
around.” 

Never, in all the time I 
had been working at my 
mum's bed-and-breakfast, 
had I received a blatant 
offer like that. For the next 
hour I sat in my room, 
watching the fingers on 
the clock on my bedside 
table, and playing with my stiff cock. 
I should mention my mum was away 
that day visiting her sister, so I didn’t 
have her noseying around. 

Dead on time I knocked on Rita’s 
door, and heard her call out for me 
to enter. When I did I nearly shot a 
load into my pants. There she was, 
stark naked on the bed, her legs 
wide apart, and she was playing with 
herself. 

She had at least three fingers up 
her slurpy cunt, the slut, and I could 
see her pouting pussy lips were 
glistening with juice. 

‘I like my puss to get a lot of 
attention before I fuck,’ she said 
with that cheeky grin of hers. ‘So 


juice drenched 
face, and made to slither between 
her legs and stuff my achingly stiff 
dick up her sluicing cunt. But once 
again Rita took control. I did wonder 
if she was so 


why don’t you take over? I love tobe bossy 
sucked down there,’ she told me. with the lads in London, but I didn’t 
I was out of my togs in a flash. ask. 


She got me onto my back, then 
straddled my face, and urged me 
once more to ream her cunt with my 
tongue. At the same time she 
reached behind her, got hold of my 
stiffly horizontal prick (a big one I’m 
pleased to say) and began to gently 
play with it. She knew as well as I did 
that if she really gave me a proper 
wank I'd shoot my load in a 
trice. 


When I thought of all the fumbling, 
and giggling, and quick hand-jobs - 
which was usually all I ever got from 
the locals - this girl was something 
else. Rita knew what she wanted, and 
didn’t go for half measures. 

I got onto the bed between her 
legs, pushed her hands away from 
her wet cunt, and spread the lips 
wide with both hands, so that I was 
peering right up her velvety pink 
gash, surrounded by genuine blond 
pubic hair. And once again my stiffly 
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Once again she came all over my 
face, squealing with delight, and 
generally making a lot of noise. Then 
she wriggled her way backwards 
down my body, reached between her 
legs, and finally, at last, my dick was 
sliding into her well juiced up love 
hole, with her on top of me. 

But I have to say one thing. 
Although Rita's cunt was as wet and 
slippery as a swamp, her cunny 


‘Suddenly Rita started 
to come” 


muscles were in prime condition. As 
she rode up and down on my dong, 
she kept on using her pussy pulling 
power to give my dick a squeeze as 
she down sank down on its length, 
then kind of relaxing as she moved 
upwards before her next downward 
plunge. 

By this time I had got hold of her 
big, bouncing tits, squeezing her 
nipples so hard that they squeaked. 1 
knew 1 was being given one the best 
fucks 1 had ever had. 

It was when she reached behind 
her once again, only this time to 
grasp and squeeze my balls, just as 
she sank down on my rock-hard 
prick, that I began to spurt up her 
hole in a series of earth-shattering 
spasms that left me knackered. 

What's more, this went on for the 


‘Rita couldn't get 
enough of it’ 


whole of Rita’s stay at my mum’s 
bed-and-breakfast. She couldn’t get 
enough of it and neither could I. But 
guess what? When I suggested I 
visited her in London she said that 
wasn’t possible because she was 
married - to a bloke much older than 
herself. 

When asked her why she wasn't 
wearing a wedding ring, she said she 
never did when she was away from 
home. What a slut! 

But she did say that if her mum 
had to go into hospital again, she 
would pay me another visit. She 
couldn't stay at her mum's house, 
because she just didn't get on with 
her dad, who was a bit of an old 
drunk I gathered. 

Unfortunately, by the end of the 
week my own mum had sussed what 
was going on. She didn’t say 
anything, but I wonder if Rita does 
turn up again and is met on the 
doorstep by my my uptight and 
divorced parent, whether she will be 
sent packing! 

Never mind, I’ve still got Hot 
Slots to see me through the winter 


months! 

Roger, Falmouth, Cornwall 

Not just winter but right through to 
next year now you’ve won yourself 
a free year of horny Hot Slots, 
Roger. Let's hope your mum doesn't 
open your mail! 


I bet you can’t get a hotter slot in 
your new mag than Erica P's in a 
rival of yours that shall be nameless. 
But here's a photocopy of Erica's 
erotic crotch (what a fanny! what an 
arse!), so you can see what turns on 
lifelong crotchwatchers like me. 

Michael W. London W.8 

We've gone one better than that 
feeble foe of new Hot Slots, Mike, 
and got Erica here to turn on Hot 
Slots’ aural sensation-seekers on 
uncensored hot lines like 00852 
172-33761 and -33762, so there. 

And these erotic ear-fillers from 
funky Erica will be highly 
affordable for you, now you're 
getting Hot Slots 
for nothing for eu 
twelve months! 


Do reassure your 
Hot Slots star Crystal 
that I for one would 
be only too happy to 
be crushed by those 
meaty, muscly thighs 
of her. 

What’s more, I only 
live down the road 
from Crystal Palace where she was 
born if she’d like to come and 
break my ribs. I also think her 
name is terrific and that her 
parents had a great sense of 
humour. 

I’m delivering this by hand as 
Pve got nothing to do as I’m out 
of work, sorry, a Job Seeker 
(between being a cunt seeker!) 

Wayne D. Penge, London S.E.20 

We've passed on your letter 
with all the others to Crystal 
here, but who said she still lived 
in Crystal Palace? 

And have a free year of Hot 
Slots on us, Wayne, which’ll 
mean you can rush out and buy 
Lovebirds Magazine where 
Crystal was heading next to 
part those throbbing thighs of 
hers anew - and part'em wide! 
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Maybe it's'the 
fact that 
Hampshire 
hostess and 
part-time 
fashion model 
Thelma is half 
Danish that she 

_ couldn't resist the 
opportunity to slum it for ~ 
Hot Slots, revealing all her 
sin-tillating Scandinavian 
working parts in mouth- 
watering close-up. = 
And now this 23 year old 
has got a taste for turning 
on fanny-fans, there’s no 
stopping her: for instance, 
this is only a taste of her total 
turn-on technique that comes 
to a climax in Danish Erotica 

Magazine next month 

What’s more, she’s a great auralist 

too, and you'll soon hear what turns 

on this elegant red-stockinged stunner 
on Hol Slots recommended telephone 


sca 


Now 
she’s 
discovered 
the delights of 
being dirty, there’s 
no stopping Thelma 
who’s even trimmed 
her hot slot for even 
greater erotic impact. 
Oh, and if you fancy 
more Danish open 
sandwiches from 
Thelma, order Danish 
Erotica, using the slip 
alongside her semi- 
thatched snatch - it’s 
unlikely to be on open sale 
down your way. 


Er SLOTS 


EO F 


و 
یی یمام منم اه 
bee‏ + 1 3 


= 


2 
ea, 


j q, = ۲ f 
اس‎ A ae AE 5 lhe 
aa aa aa a AS 


wine ata tt a Se 


So. 


aera 


Look closely at 36-24-36 Tanis 
crotch cleavage in close-up, and it 
“seems to lose its furry = 

' undergrowth from one pic to the 
next. = 

| Odd that, but in fact Tania’s had it 
off (her pubic rug) to star in 

| sexsational Shaven Ravers 

' Magazine where pubic hair is 
"a square. 
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And if you'd like to get to grips with the hot hairless bits ماعط‎ yourself to the latest issue plus three raunchy 
of nubile young knockouts in Shaven Ravers (Tania was back issues at an unrepealable bargain price, via the 
nearly too old to star in this celebration of depilation mail order slip for lucky Hot Slotters alongside our 
sensations), grab ॥ at your local newsagent, or simply pube-free funkster. 
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